The Great Unfinished

pastime to attempt to identify the Man in the
Iron Mask or to try to demonstrate that "Sir
Philip Francis did or did not write the Letters
of Junius. Somebody wrote the letters of
. Junius : they exist; new evidence or fresh
examination of old evidence may (though I
don't think it will) conclusively prove who was
the author of those topical polemics, the
literary merits of which we are all agreed in
so grossly exaggerating. There are still people
who think there was something more than
William Sharp behind Fiona Macleod. There
are still those who think that Dr. Johnson,
when he said that he " would not be deterred
from detecting a cheat by the menaces of a
ruffian/' did not say the last word on the
Gaelic origins of Macpherson's Ossian. They
are welcome to their opinions, and they are en-
titled to wish for something concrete to support
them. But it is a totally different thing to
dispute about who did what and what hap-
pened to whom in an uncompleted story which
is not a history but a fiction. The common-
sense position is that nothing whatever hap-
pened to Edwin Drood, that he himself and
all his confreres were the acme of inactivity;
for the simple reason that there were (in the
highly appropriate words of their own fabulist)
no sich persons.

It is of course a great tribute to Dickens's
hypnotic power over the simple-minded that
he should have been able to persuade people
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